198	TURKEY IN TRAVAIL
Failing all else, I lay down to sleep. The mattress
was full of knotty bits where the cotton had bunched
up and needed beating out. The floor was single and
between the planks were great crevices. Below was a
stable and a cow-shed. The smell of manure and mud
knee-deep came up through the cracks. A cow rattled
its chain, as it turned or lay down to sleep, and another
blew heavily and chewed. In anticipation I had put
down all round me a barrage of Keating's Powder, but
the bugs and fleas came through it undaunted. Some-
where in the village they were celebrating a wedding.
The beat of hand-drums and long-drawn-out nasal voices
just missing all keys came up with the grunts and shouts
of people dancing.
I slept restlessly in the early morning and was roused
by the sound of milking in the stable below and the
gusts of wind that blew up between the cracks in the
floor as the stable door was opened.
I wanted to get up and go out but each time I opened
the door I heard the rustle of hurrying skirts and the
whispering of women. So, perforce, I stayed where I
was. When the sun was well up, a man brought a
long-necked iron jug, a piece of soap and a towel and
poured water on my hands. With this I rubbed out
my eyes and washed my hands. For cleaning the
back of one's ears or one's neck there was no arrange-
ment. Getting up is a simple process. There are
no Muller's exercises, no cold bath and massage, no
brushing of hair and teeth and soaping luxuriously.
It takes one motion to pull on one's trousers—for the
world sleeps in all its underclothes—another to slip on

